Dear Mr. 0 ’Brian 



The quiet, unassuming, really too modest Post Office Department has just 



amazing 

evolved a method of improving service while reducing Costco f such SSSFUSSgx 



id ©ffj 



simplicity yet transcendpi efficiency that I am writing to encourage you to 



eliminate the secrecy and let the rest of the Government know of it so it, too, 
may employ this truly revolutionary concept. A n fact, wefe your great discovery 
put into practise by all the people of the entire country, the alcrusfnf benefits 

absolutely stagger the mind. Man has conceived of nothing its equal since 
J ona thorn Bwift solved the problem of Ireland’s surplus population. 



First of all, you must realize that, with this unheralded genius at your 



J i t** 



■Ik 



disposal, you absolutly must recognize that you can no# longer be but The Postmaster 



General. You belong to the entire government, ye% the entire country- even the whole 



world. Above all else, you must immediately write a book. You might call it 



"My 



Appointed Messiehship." Former Postmaster D S y and his publisher should not be 
alarmed at the zfefct similarity to the title of his book, for once your’s appears, 
regardless of what it is entitled, nobody will buy his anyway, or most other books. 



for that matter. Things of the saving in paper, labor, thought. Ink and all the 



other swsts expenses that axs would be an immediate by-product. 
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As soon as possible, you should acquaint ^efense Secretary McNamara with 
your new system. With about 7S£ of our national budget going for past, present 
and future wars and the Defense department still believing it needs even more money, 
the immediate benefits will here be most apparent and most appreciated by the 
tax-payer and the President, who could immediately begin his campaign for re-election 
with an issue that makes his turning off the lights pale into insignificance. 

Possibly to begin with, Mr. McNamara and his computers, animate, semi -animate and 
inanimate^ will be resentful, for the Post office department has at once shown that 
the brain of a single, unknown employee has eliminated the need for computers 
forever. 1,1 one of the most elaborate and expensive computers has ever equalled whet 

you have done. The technological unemployment thus created in the computer-building 

industry and among the bid::-; computer- selling fraternity need cause you no worry, for 

or 

that is the responsibility of the Commerce and labor rather than the Post Office 
Separtment. Anyway, they will probably develop a de-computer as a substitute, a machine 
to unthink all the mechanical solutions evolved by computers, if they succeed in this 
breakthrough (alteady probably a well-advanced secret project), there will likely be 
no unemployment anyway, at least statistically. 

Do not let my encomiums embarrass you, mr. P.M.G., for soon the panegyrics of 
the entire country will be assaulting your crimson ears, in praise for the revolutionary 




o 



concepts of what, without doubt, this is but the first. Hearing such praises 



may be 



a new experience for a man whose recent career has been the successful bullwhipping 
of recalcitrant legislators, but you should have no great difficulty adjusting, for 

ease in adjustment seems to be one of the outstanding of the many stellar attributes 
of the Irish Mafia. 

Perhaps tjj hera have been ,o theme w frontiers>rossei in the march toward 
the great society pioneered by the Post Office Apartment of which in my ignoranee 
and rural isolation I have no knowledge. Maybe, therefore, I*d better tell you 
which one I'm talking about. I dont know its technical identification of ca^de 



name. If it as yet has no such name, may I suggest "Operation I 



Pegasus"? lhat a 



soaring concept - the mail on wingsl Some of my less-poeticly inclined neighbors 
mightndisagree (based on performance rather than poetry, that is). But can't you 



see it now!( 



The winged horse carved on al 1 the 



post offices accross the country - the winged horse. You might have to 



uncsrve 8 11 






those engravings a* about rain or storm., or dark of night now on the post offices, 
but why not? These are not the things that today impede the mail, are they. Just 
think of it - what opportunities for scultors and, of course* unsculptorsl Here is 
another opportunity without limit, a cultural challenge greater than anything evei 



offered by the WPA and its art projects. And an entirely mw concept and 



a new 




job classification with the opportunities it will provide for the enti-povertj 
program. Probably not many from Appalachia could qualify, despite their exp.rt.rn es 
in subterranean stonecutting. But from the ranks of the pop artists, your recruits 
are almost without limit. 

Anway, to get hack to this "Operation Pegasus”. What you people have done 
is to improve our service while reducing its cost. Absolutely. N 0 question about it, 
for that is what you have told us. Howv Here is the monster simplicity of it - you 
just lessened it, the service that is! Great. Real Genius! I tap my right ffcxax 
temple with my right index finger as a salute of praise. How utterly and completely 
simple! On top of all 1 he other improvements in our service, effected over the years 
by the minor expedient of instituted effeciencies, here, with a slash and a daring 
never vefore approximated, you have imposed on top an additional 14.6666666 plus 
(I’ll come back to that "plus" - its not just the missing final 2/3rds.) curtailment 
that, we are aasured, will improve our service. The full impact of that aspect has 
not yet dawned upon me. I can understand that picking the mail up one day a week 
less will reduce the cost to the Post Office Apartment, hence the- taxpayer. Glory, 
glory, if it only shows in the tax bill. 

As I say, I can’t yet understand all the ways in which our service is to be 
thus improved, of course, if the bills we receove by mail aaa- picked up one day a 
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But they wont be in the cities, will they? 
week less often, I could readily grasp the benefits from that. Its the part efcout 

from us 

the letters we want to get out, the letters we want others to receive that inhibits 

my complete understanding of the benefits we get. Eventually, no doubt, the hi 

searching brilliant of this new concept will penetrate the slight fog that obscures 

that little teeny weeny part of it in my beclouded mind. 

Maybe I ought to tell you about our specific situation out here in the 

cpuntry 30 miles above Washington, for you have God alone knows how many situations 
God alone know where in this great and broad land of ours. Once upon a time our 
mail used to be handled in a very old fashioned way. Trains were the key to it. 

That’s a word we dont hear very much any more, t-r-a-i-n-s, you know, "iron horses” 
they used to he called years ago when they were something people travelled on and on 
which packages and even mail were carried. Well, the BfcO (that’s the name of a corpora 
tion) used to run some in this area. They still do in the wintertime, at least, for 
I can tell the weather by their sounds. If I hear them from about eight miles away, 
to the west, during the colder part of the hear that always means "falling weather" 
in the local phrase - rain of snow. So I know they still run in the summertime? I 
guess, though, that at least for the Post Office Apartment they dont, for the 
Post Office department doesn’t use them any more. 
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Other-wise, I suppose, the Post Office would still be using them, ^his is 



just a guess, because I dont really know the secret attitude of the Post Office 



Department to promptness. That was the outstanding characteristic of the old system. 



Today that is probably sn anachronism. It was a lot of work, too, at least out here 



in the upper reaches of Montgomery bounty. You know of us, dont you? Called "The 



Bed Room of the Nation’s Capital". The trains used to run through a little place 



called "Boyds". 1'h.ey just had s hassle down there because they were a little narrow- 



minded. Seemed the folks in and near that little elmmunity couldn’t understand how 



their service was going to be improved and its costs lowere by eliminating the ir 



post office entirely. Dont feel harshly about the, though, because they are mostly 



farm people. They dont readily take to new ideas, especially about benefits. They 



dont look 8head, either. They’re the kind who know what they ha van like it and 



want it. I suppose the teachers are having trouble with them over the "new arithmetic". 



too. But its all simple enough to me. If you can improve my service and reduce the 



costs by only cutting out a seventh of it, well, isn’t it clear that if you eliminate 
all seven sevenths of it you save that mueh^acase, plus the salary of the postmistress 



and the rent for that back room of the store that shakes, rattles and roarzs every 



time a train passes 50 feet away. 
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Anyway, those B&oO trains at Boyd’s ran through like a clock. Y e s, sir, that 
used to be one of the real things about trains, B n time. T 0 the second. Here and in 
Italy. All the friends of Benito Mussolini used to say of him in praise that "He 
made the trains runs ont time." Apparently, from my own recent experiences, this 
is also an outdated concept. I used to go to ^ew York by train. I’d drive to Baltimore, 
park my car, and sit back in relaxed comfort on the tsain. S^etimes I’d eat, sip 8 

refreshing drink, read , even meet interesting people. It takes less thsn an hour 
for the trains which originate at Washington to get to Baltimore, so usually they 
were only from 15 minutes to a half hour behind schedule, a matter of 25 to 5Q&. 

f)fo (, 

They have really modernized the trains, too. I clearly remember my last trip tse- year# 
ago ( I’ve only made 23 trips since then) We got about a half hour north of Baltimore 
end all of a sudden the train slowed down to a crawl. I asked the conductor as he 

walked through the ear. 

"Hotbox" he ssid. 

"How do you know that, from inside the train,” I asked him. 

"Science". I should have known that, of course. That’s what you use in the 
Post Office, too, isn’t it, scienceV "Got a heat-sensing device on the rails. Hot 

1/ 

box shows up on it, flashes ahead electronicly and give a signal to the engineer. 
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with a±± weren’t there. Probsbly a good thing anyway, for the deal fell through. 

Coming back that night I only had to wait 55 minutes in Pennsylvania Station • 

(Its Madison Snuare Gardens now, above the ground. Seems like a bunch of eld-fs shione d 

people raised thunder about tearing that old building down. They objected because it 
so 

was beautiful, but wiser heads, who proved you couldn’t put beauty in the bank, won ou$j 
so they’re tearing it down and putting a stidium there. Tfont do me any good, because 

I wont use the stadium and I dont use the trains anymore* Thirty-five minutes isn’t 
so bad when you stop to think that the train had already come all the way from 
iattzmax Boston. Unles you think of years ago, us and Mussolini - before science, 
that i s. 

f /V •. - f 



^y that time I was hungry, so I went to the diner. The steward sa-t- with 

with another fellow, atxaxbxgxtafeis and we had no more than introduced ourselves 

when he established a very attractive woman with us. That was one of the most 

enjoyable meals i ever had, once they served it and until the train started, 
that 

It seems they needed another sleeping car, which struck me as odTfi for a 

6:30 train, and despite sicence, computers and all the other improvements and 




effeciencies, despite the advance message of the need, there wasn’t one fit to use 
in all of ^ew York, and we had to wait until either they cleaned one up of fixed it. 
I’m inclined to believe it kust have been the latter, for there is no real reason to 
believe they worry about cleaning the csrs ^ any more. That held us up another 
hour and a half. It took an hour and fifteen minutes for the meal to come, 8nd it 
was a very enjoyable one, until the train started. Judging from ishat happened to 
o#r food and drink, the engineer was trying to make up jShis lost time. I guess he 
did rather well, for we lost only amEfeher additional 15 minutes by the time we 
reached Baltimore. 

Oddly enough, both of my companions were PhD’s, two of the most intelligent, 
best educated, best informed and utterly charming people I have ever met. ^eing 
with them was good for my morale too. The gentleman Is a s e i e nt i s 1 9buw ine s s man. 

^e runs a big factory. The lady is one of the world’s authorities on quantum mechanic 
She was going back to Johns Hopkins after a visiting professorship or something like 
that at Yale. Once I understoof that two brilliant people such as these two could not 
understand what science and advancement of technology had done to the train service 
I didn’t feel quite as dumb myself. 



Is it possible the B&O empoys the same kind of science as the Pennsylvania? 




10 



If it does, maybe I csn understand why our mail doesn’t come that way any more. 

But what used to happen is that when the trains went through some kind of old- 
fashioned swinging metal hook grabbed the bag of mail snd the train didn’t have 
to stop and our mail still got off, Naturally, I can understand that the Post Office 
might be a little sheepish about continuing to use a device invented about the time 

of the civil war, let there are some things we still enjoy that are more than a 

hundred yesr old- food, each other - seme things that age alone does not cause 
us to abandon. But I’m wandering again. 

Well, when thef hook stopped swing'- somebody took the mail sack into the 
little old post office, and that little old lady separated it and had it ready. 

‘‘"his happened six times a day - three times with northbound and three times with south- 

bound trains. At least twice a day the mail for Eyattstown - that’s where I live - 
was sent to Clarksburg - that’s a town in between and once a day the rural carried^/ 
brougfl it to us, delivering at individual stops as he did*. ^jne o’clock he had the 
mail at the country store, and 9:15 we could pick it up. Once in a while, soething 
that looked important would take the little old lady’s eye, and she’d walk out into 

the grocery in front of her post office and telephone us. 

”Your baby chicks are here", I might heat at six o’clock at night, and do 
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you know, Mr. O’Brien, by seven they Be stretched out under the radiant warmth of my 
brooder stove, happy as with their mother. S^etimes I’d hear "Got a special delivery 
for you." Of course, there is no special delivery in the country, but in the old 
days, I could figure that i^ somebody wanted to get e letter to me bad enough to 
sent it "Special" I might just run down and pick it up. If she was horn to supper, or 
something like that, she’d leave it with the grocer. Katurally, this kind of an 
arrangement if too informal for the great society we no have. But I must confess a 

kind of wistful regret for its passing, for my mail was often at least a half-day 
faster. 

Those BkOs were eliminated by Mr. Somerville. You may remember him and his 
philosophy. It was pretty well put by his eolleage, "Engine Charlie" Wileen in the 
undying phrase, "%hT s 8 good -enough for General Motors is good -enough for the U.S.* 
Trucks contracted for mail delivery, and one truck delivery each way replaced six 
trains. They calldd these trucks "Highway P 0 st Offices", a nice modern touch. ..Soon 
this was contracted to "hypo", and when I think of what they did, I mjst agree that 
while considerably less dignified it certainly was appropriate. 

The one that nrought our mail from the south left Washington about midnight. 

never could understand that „„„„ ^ 

**** the science that kept letters mailed in Washington the 



I 
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morning and afternoon before off of it, but very often this if what happened. 

% Congressman (he’s a Republican, liar. O’Brienri.; a very nice, conscientious 
and modern young man, but a Republican) was talking recently of the record of 
the Post Office department in 1965. On a letter to Hew York City, it seems the 
elapsed time was abdut four miles an hour. I dont speak as a democrat, for I consider 
myself his friend, but I really cannot see whatbhe is crowing -about. Under Mr. 
Somerville, our record was often from 0.41 to 0.62 miles per hour from Washington 

and just today I got a letter mailed by an editor two days ago, two towns or 10 
miles away, or a speed of 0.208 miles per hour. £ have no doubt that you will 
soon better this record. Fumy thing, though, also in today’s mail was a letter 
from Geneva, Switzerland, mailed three days ago and about 3500 to 4000 miles further 

away. The Swiss, apparently, are of no interest in science, reduced costs or more 
modern services. 

This new (and as I said, I am satisfied, on a temporary) record you have 
just set may be attributed th the imprivement brought about by the elimination of 
the”hypo." There are, perhaps, those who will think harshly of the cancellation of 
this contract on but two days notice, believing that, with the rather large investment 
involved in the purchase of a special truck equipped as a post office on wheels. 




with all the dependability and security that had to be built into it for its 
rather specialized use (if you know any body who needs one, they ought to be sble to 
pick this one up as a steal), and with the livlihood of families dependent upon 
this contract, the action was perhaps a little hasty. But nothing - absolutely 



nothing - should stand in the way of progress. 

^y wife is not as moderned-minded as I. I suppose my Congressman isn’t, 
either. They seem to wonder which way we are progressing. I know, I am sstidfied- 



like everything else, the Post Office is marching toward the Great Society, and 
our mail with itl 

During the improvements that came with "hypo”, the main post office for 



this ares was switched to Clarksburg, '-'ur grocery ^tore in Hyattstown is a 
substation of the Clarksburg Post Office. I guess it was Mr. Day who lavished 



attention upon us, and, as a Democrat, I glow. In Clarksburg, where for as long 



as any of the octogenarians hereabout can remember, the post office was also in 



a grocery store, where the mail and graoceries were daily picked up together. 



we now have a beautiful new brick Post office, ^lass dors, like an expensive 



New York Skyscraper out in the foothills! Gold lettering, now, no more crayons 



on box-lidsl Paved parking, lot, too - all luxuries we never dreamed of. 
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I regret to report the computerized mind introduced some elements of 
frictions, you might even say jealously and greed. With the new post office sm 

scmebody directed thst all the mail handled by counted, in the main post rtf 
office and the various substations like Hyattstown. It turns out that most of 
the mail traffic is not in the post office at Clarksburg but here in Hyattstown. 

That may seem strange, considering that with the post-war population explosion 
our population is only 137. Of course, this does not include what might be 
teimed "suburban Hyattstown". Clarksburg is much larger. They have a number of 
paved highways and streets; we have but one, not counting the road on which we live 
and on which there are but two other small families. Probably that’s what threw the 
computers off. Some joker fed roads and poeple into it instead of mail. So, our 
postmistress is b grumbling, for she gets a much lower salary, x am not prejduc 
prejudiced about this, even if she is my first cousin. She ought to. After all. 

Ora ^ing down at Clarksburg has to handle all Clarksburg’s mail snd all of 

My wife, who was raised in this little town and in whom many of the 
Hyattstown' s. Shirley need handle only Hyattstown’ s. 

local attitudes persist, has a kind of ancien siecle attitude. 

main 

SkexaxgEBXtisatzifzHpHtt She agrees with Shirley, arguing that if the pest office 
was in Hyattstown, where most of the mail goes, the am mail would have to be 




15 



only once, or one time less. As soon as I completely understand the modern 
arithmetic involved well enough myself. I’ll explain it to her. If i can make 
her understand it, perhaps she can Show Shirley, her husband and numberous 
other (sh! they're really backward people, Kr. O’Brien, but they are my 
relatives) and then you'll have fewer critics here in the foothills of 
Appalachia. 

One tried to explain the new regime i or is it regimen?) to me the 
other night. The improvements have our mail ready now beginning any time after 
10:15, sometimes by 11:30. Once you can adjust to not getting the mail earlier, 
it is a real convenience not to have the morning's work interrupted just about 
the time it starts. Until I got used to it, there was a It tile problem. I used to 
walK down to the store the time the mail was due, and when it wasn't thre there I’d 
wait for a while. Then I got to walking home and returning later, * metimes twice. 
<*han I’m busy writing I dont get enough exercise, and except when it rained or 
snoewed and I used the car, this did get me away from the typewriter and using my 
legs a little. But as the inerorable master kept demanding, I evolved a different 
system: I just wait until the latest the mail can possibly be and then go for it. 



At 11:30 this morning, for example, Shirley was doing the last of it when I got there. 
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I didn*t have to wait a minute. 

Well, the day I talked to Orie there was a letter from France that 
required an immediate and unfortunately long answer and an additional letter to 
another person. It was a ^sturday, and on the old schedule with the "hypo” if 
I had the right stamps on it and got to Clarksburg with it by 7:37 p.m., it rmde the 
"hypo" There is a large and pretty city-type steel box, aLl blue and red now, 10091 not 

tike the old olide drab ones, but the same share and size, right outside the Clarks- 
burg Post Office. Our Hyattstown mail leaves but once s day, on the rural carrier’s 
return trip. It is hard to say exactly when he will pick it up, for if he is here 
let’s say 10 a.m., he usually but not necessarily picks it up earlier on his way 
back than if it is, let’s say 11 a.m. I dont really mind the ten mile round trip to 
Clarksburg just so I know the letter will get out. It can be on a ^ew York train 
that night and, with special delivery, is even sometimes delivered in New York the 
next day. 

"Too late," Orie told me. "Mail's gone." 

"But its only 5:53," I protested, looking at the nice new electric clock we 
also have in our Clarksburg Post u ffiee. I say "our” bee-use it really belongs to 



the wholft countryside, miles in each direction. "Say," I asked as soon as the shock of 
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and publicly-owned 

and pride of a new, public electric clock wore off,” are’t you supposed to be finished 
work at 4:50V” 

"Supposed to," he agreed. "Can’t now, though." 

”lhyV” 

"New srrangemints. They say this will improve the service and reduce cost." 
Orie's smarter than I am. He saw it right away, ^ever complained about the 
overtime he now has to work to make it possible for us. I dont think he gets sny 
psy for it, either, and his wife makes her contribution by keeping supper wann. fop 
him and waiting every night. Isn’t this the best tradition of public service - 
give even if you don’t get paid for itV I’m real proud of Orie, so proud that if 
you don’t think it’ll upset the budget or make the effeeiencies inefficient, I’d like 
to usggest that you pay him for the overtime. 

Now that we have no "hypo" we have gone back to the old "star" system. As 
I understand it, this is a rtsn who is not bonded as highly as the "hypo” people were, 
■^e uses 8 car or some thing like that, nothing like the beautiful big truck, large as 

A. 

a moving van. &e doesn’t need anything bigger. But he can’t waork on the mail while 

he’s driving. - L t wouldn’t be safe. Then again, it might smack too much of the 
idea Charlie Chaplin had in one of his movies, making a mail effecient by showing 




1U 



him how to sweep the factory floor while the machinery he operated occupied the 
full time of his arms and legs. 

This star carrier starts at ^oolseville. Thats about 12 miles the otter 
side of us crom Slarksburg frcm us. As he col ects the mail in the small communities 
he works his way south to Rockville. Rutting it another way, he drains all tte 
outgoing mail from the northwest part of our rich and heavily populated county 
that, according to statistics, if you believe them, is tte wealthiest county in the 
dountry, per capita. All the mail farthur away from Washington that Rocville, vfcich 
is re8llt nothing but a suburb of Washington nww, he collects. 

I haven* t spoken to any Poolesvilleans latexly, but I suppose they aie 
happy about the new arrangement, for it totaly eliminates the need for replying by 
return mail by eliminating the possibility. The star man has to leave there too early 
for most to be able to get t-eir mail, think of the answers and then compose and 
commit them to paper. As I see it, this may be a hidden blessing for sane of the 
younger men, who will think more and write less HKdxfeae nad may forever bless you 

for it. The older and more crochety folks may be a little short-tempered, but they *11 ad 
adjust, as I have. 

The star man is due in Clarksburg about 3:30 and the mail is scheduled to 
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leave about 4:00 The day I was there he hadn't yet arrived. That’s what Orie’s 
little problem is. He can’t leave even if he wants to until the State star mm gets 
there, because the mail has to be classified by destination, some thing that oould be 
done on the "hypo”, uhich had a crew and facilities but now Orie has to do. Orie 
can’t lwave the mail in that beautiful outside box. I’m not sure why. Either it is 
because the box would disassemble all the assembling Orio has done or because the 

^ doesn t have the right hind of bond. It could be both. X’m sorry, ^r. O’Erien, 
I just cbnt know. 

Anyway, after the star man leaves, Orie can too. He can’t lock the inside 
of the post office until after the star man leaves. That might get a little tough 

in the winter time, when there is snow and ice on the road. I know Orie wont mind if 
he has supperat 8:00 instead of 5:00 because he’s a little fellow and doesn’t seem to 
eat much, and he is a dedicated public servant to whom service comes first. His wife, 
who I dont know, will probably have developed even more patience by then, for she 
has several months to go before the first storms, and she’s getting a good start. 

There seems also to he some kind of Post Office regulation that wont let the star 



man have a key. 
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& ood thing for me Orie was there Satruday. Otherwise I’d have rut my letters 
in thenoutside box and they wouldn’t have left until Monday evening. I wouldn’t even 
have known about it, either, for the "hypo” used to pick up the mail every day. It 



would have been bad enough if tho e letters didn’t get out Saturday, but it would 
have been terrible if they didn’t leave until Monday, 

At first I was a little put out as I drove toward Washington. 1 had planned 



to do other tings with my evening. But the weather was nice, and I’d been working 



for a while without letup, and being in the fresh air on a nice superhighway that 



has been torn up for the past year and a half while it is imporved under a different 



federal program took my mind off my work and rut it on other things, a change of 
pace, you might say, that x understand is conducive to hssfc better mental health 



and relaxes the mind. The condition of that highway keeps your mind on that, although 



I dont think this is the design of the federal governmen as much as it is of the 
contractor. Even if you play close attention, on a superwighway that has the shoulders 
onboth sides of each half of the road torn up and left either as a wide ditch or 



in piles of dirt that was removed to make the dirches, you can still have problems. 
Happened to me back in J une , when a rsther nice young fellow who afterward apologized 



profusely for it had a small mental lapse and forced me off into what you might call 
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"the no shoulder". Scared me for a minute, but it didn't hurt me, and the damage to my 
car was only a little over **00.00. % the way, *r. O'Brien, if you have apythiig much 
to do with the Federal Bureau of Public Road you might ask him to let me know what 

all the shoulders are tom out in advance of is* resurfacing and allowed to remain t 

that way for mile after mile and month after month. That's tte kind of improvement 
I have more trouble comprehending that what the post office does. 

as I was saying, I couldn’t keep my mind on my work if I had wanted to, 
os the 75-mile round trip to mail those two letters did give me a change of pace. 

^y wife didn’t seem to see any imporvament when I got home. I guess she either is 
not as broadminded as Orie's or she hasn't had tte practise. On the way back I got to 
thinking. If this hapnend to me only once a week, 1*11 be making about a 25 $ greater 



contribution to the auto industry and all the related services, like gas, oil, tires 
and other items of maintainanee. I dont know how many other people here and throughout 
otherparts of the country will face similar ® cessities, but once your program gets 
rolling, its contributions to the ^ross National Product are almost beyond cdclu 



calculations. That LET* He’s a sly dog,he is’. H e knows what he’s doing in shifting 



people around like he is. Everything and everybody contributes his mite to the 
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Great Society! If it turns out that Grounouski and not you pioneered this latest 
of our improvements, then all i xan say is ” Watch out Warsaw!" 

Only when you think of the deep sjskx changes in our rural lives that 
will come from the new blessings you are bestowing upon us can you realize the 
tremenduous pitential it holds social and economic. While the countryside is 
become a smaller and smaller part of the total population, it still is of great 
imprtance. Vie* re a lot of people, we spend a lot of dough, and you’ll have us spending 
more of it for less reason, and I dont know of a faster why to raise the GHP. 
Circulating money, the economists say; put money to work. In the braod scheme of 
things, I can’t make any great claim, but I must acknowledge that between the 

two of you, the Post Office and the Bureau of Public Roads have mine circulating a 

litte more rapidly, one way that it, and me circulating with it,, a little faster than 
my money. 

As you may have gathered, Ur. O’Brien, I’m not a complicated man, and I 
realize there are some things I'm never going to understand. Like why the Post 

Office department has to show a profit. The Army, Navy and Air Force don’t, do 
they.- To the Government, that is. Then why should Congress and thebAdministration 
pick on the Post Office and expe ct you to return to the Treasury any more profit 
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C than the l7 ° man,s Arm ^ Cor P s - There are, perhaps, way £ 



WAC’s 



might pay their own way, but we dont ezpect ±t of 



them , and I dont think 



we should of 



not as gre8t. 



you, either, and not just because your potential is 



But you're getting off to a great staid?, Larry, 
coat tails. At the rate you’re beginning we'll have les: 



on you own or on Grounowski * s 



s service to complain about 



instead of less Caspian* about the service. You'll have fewer people to pay, too, 

and maybe you can inch up some of the prices on toehother things I dent buy from you, 
like stampted envelopes. It all helps, even if it is only a penny at a time. Remeber 



emeber your pass illustrious predieessor Ben Franklin. He 



said "A oenny ssved is a 



penny earned" and he got to be MG that way. Maybe yon can stay BC that way. 

I would, like to ask one little favor of you, thought. When you cut out 



.Wednesday pickups ( I kinds thought you might find 



we could do without one in the 



middle of the week. That would abalance it with the end of 



the week, which is,: when 



you get right down to it, also the begin ing of the nert week, too. Look 



how much more 



you can save by droppingWednesday, the more or less half-way point, m 



I’ll bet, because more people write and mail during the week. 



do re than Bunday’s, 



especially around tbs 



racial 

M 



middle of it) could you let us know a day or so ahead of timer Cold supper/ 
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are even less attractive when served with hot cold glares. At least until my wife ma 
makes a better adjustment tothe new scheme of things. As I said, she’s a little 

old fashioned and hasn’t really caught on yet. 

One other things, if asking two favors at one time isn't too much. Could 
you get the boys to read the addresses a little. They see the beginning of tbe 
Name, "Hyatt " and zip’ its off to Hyattsville, which is not at all the same 

place and is actually about 40 miles away. They have a real good fellow over there in 
the dead letter office, and over the years, while we have never met, we have come to 
know each other real well. Whenever he hears baby chicks chirpping in their cardbaord 
carriers, he doesn’t even waste time to read the address; he just calls me up. He 
did slip up once, though. Someone sent me a $562.00 check that went to Hyattstille. 
Everybody was too busy that day to take a good look at tie address. If it reached 
hyattsville it must have been intended for Hyattsville. /lien the pressure slacked 
off a little bit, ithout wasting even the fraction of the second it would have 
taken to read lower on the envelope than my name, one of thoseclea clerks used his 

head, grabbed the phone book, thumbed through it until he came to my name, am then, 

faster than you can say "Zip Code” the letter was on its way again* to Laurel, which 
is a very nice litxle community ever when the horses are not running. Its about 
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miles further away, hut I’m glad it happened that way. The fellow with the same n*m» 
as mine was another real nice guy. H e read the original address on the envelope, 

looked at the road map, got his wife and five little girsl in the car and them came 
up and spent an afternoon with us. It was a lot of fun, and I got my $662.00, too. 

If you are allowed to accept suggestions from ordinary people, those of us * 10 
have no direct intercourse with God or LBJ , his deputy, I’d like to make one. Paws 
a regulation requiring that the first ting on the envelope be the Zip number. Busy 
as the clerks are now, they dont aL 1 have time to read that far down on the 
envelope. With or without the Zip number, our mail goes to Hyatt sville anyway. Of 
course, Kyattsville has Its own zip, which Is nothing Hike ours (truth is, there’s 
not much zip left around here. Nor code, either). Maybe if the first thing anybody in 
the post office saw was that Zip number nobody's have to read the envelope except 
Orie and Shirley, andnthat might cut your costs a little bit. 

This is a kind of a long letter, especially when you are so kew on the job 
and are so busy thinking up even more ways to improve our service and reduce costs. 

i 

Just thought I’d let you know kjao^HstocixHpprEHisiBk what I thought of your first 



couple of weeks. I’m holding on tight waiting for what’s coming. 




